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Prelude 


Author's Notes: 

Slow burn slash fic attempt. Todd/Roger, Roger/Kasim, Todd/Roger/Kasim. Willie's there too. Trying to write 
again. 

"God what an eyesore." 


"What is-oh..." 


"Yeah chances are this is all gonna be condos in a year's time, or, at least whenever the final papers come in, 
and the property trades over. Then itll get demolished, 'n they'll start making a damn mess. .. Then the condos. 
You're not moving into the condos, by the way, they'll price you out" 


"| had no delusions of it." 


Roger closed his hand around the key tight-lipped before heading upstairs, the positively antediluvian elevator 
making its slow chugging ascent. The flickering fluorescents overhead bathed him in a greenish glow, like being 


underwater, like being dead underwater, suspended in the current and enveloped in a slow, cold rot. When it 
finally gasped to a halt, doors sliding open, he was greeted by a hasty parade of assorted insects scurrying 
back into whatever darkness was their abiogenesis. The closer he got to the room itself, the more he realized 


his new roommate over the phone was not in fact a pessimist, but disappointingly idealistic. 


A curt knock on the door dismissed what sounded like three or four locks, and a disheveled brown head popped 
out from between the crack of the door and the jamb much like one of the roaches. It had sleepy blue do 
eyes and it inspected Roger curiously but cautiously, before undoing the final chain latch and swinging the 
peeling door open. "Hey, so uh you're the new guy, right?" 


Roger stifled an eye roll, "Yes, Roger, Roger Powell," he extended a clean firm hand and the boy at the door 
merely stared at it, fingers curled around the corner of the door. Roger cleared his throat and picked his bag 
back up rather than struggle with whatever social nicety this was intended to be and invited himself inside. 
The apartment itself was surprisingly barren, greying wall largely unadorned, and the visible living space only 
had a few cardboard boxes and milk crates of things piled up in it, a guitar case, a duffle or some overnight 
bag, and a singular can of Campbell's soup perched pathetically on the crusty stove. The cracked linoleum 
floor's main attraction was a large-ish brass bed, sheets tangled and clothes strewn about, the only other sign 


of a living inhabitant. 


"You... Really didn't exaggerate did you." Roger glanced around, moving bags in from the hall to the grimy 
kitchenette, its stained and peeling arms awaiting. The other boy in the thin salmon-y pink shirt quickly looked 
down at his long bare feet, quietly guilty, not that Roger could really complain too much, the agreed upon rent 
was cheap, especially for Manhattan, He'd only planned on staying a few months anyways, until school was back 
in session, and he'd head back up and finish. Spending the summer in what might have passed for prison (cum 
boho apartment had the rent been much higher) wasn't going to kill him, and his ‘inmate’ seemed largely 
harmless, defanged even. T- Todd, that was it, was still observing his curled toes with what now seemed like 


the utmost interest, avoiding looking up again and admitting to some slight puffery on his behalf. 


"Can | unpack my stuff into one of the closets?" Todd didn't seem to respond much save for a slight shrug of 
acknowledgement, which Roger took as ‘go right ahead’. He moved back to his previously abandoned can, 
checking for any missed particles of food, then tossed it out, helping with the home beautification. Rearranging 
what little there was wasn't the hard part, and passed expeditiously, the long, drawn out excruciating part 
whatever followed. What litte he knew about his new roommate, he was very private and guardedly so. 


"So you're a musician right? l'm a musician too, we should play together tonight or go out and see some live 
music, they've got tons ‘round here" Roger tried earnestly over another split can of pea soup. Todd stared and 
eventually let out a brisk. "Was." Roger's hopeful smile slipped a little off his expression, oh. "Was, ah- what 
happened?" 


Todd shrugged, unbothered, "Band broke up, l'm done with music." It hadn't been exactly a positive experience, 
having left him distrustful and disillusioned "Work in a club, doin’ lights and stuff." 


"Oh! Well, that's cool" Roger tried, "I'm finishing up at MIT, off for the summer and thought I'd do some work 


down here and branch out more, make contacts. | can't spend all my time around a bunch of pencil-necked 


geeks can |?" Todd stared back gloomily. "So what are your plans, have a girlfriend?" 


"Plans?" Todd rasped, as if this concept had completely eluded him, ".Oh, sorry, I'm just.. tired, you know... Um, | 
don't know, | was thinking of going into producing. | basically already did on two albums, sounds better than 
dealing with everyone's drama tryin to start a band. ' Better with machines than people." 


"A man after my own heart," Roger chuckled to himself, although conversation with Todd for the past few 
hours, what little there'd been of it, was somewhat painful. Todd reminded him of a rabbit, so twitchy and 
nervous looking, he'd be constantly moving and looking and doing, his large watery eyes watching for any 


predators. Eventually he'd relax, and maybe open up, but it was no easy process, and Roger decided there was 


little benefit to rush it. If he decided to be friendly, that was up to him, rather like owning a cat. 


"Hey is there another bed or a couch or something tucked away in like one of the closets?" Roger called 


peeking into one he was sure he'd just checked 
"Um... no?" Todd mumbled back, walking tentatively over to clear a couple things off his bed in preparation 
"Oh... okay." Well they'd have to get very friendly rather soon then. Well they might make strange bedfellows. 


The day before, Todd had been ‘homeless’, bumming on a friend's couch, a fashion designer and socialite whose 
apartment had been more like a brief stint in a circus. Carmen was always gracious and generous with his 
company, entertained with all his little quirks and idiosyncrasies which usually irritated others still. He'd left as 
soon as he got someone willing to pay his rent for him. Sure, it was, maybe a little duplicitous, but the rent 
was already dirt cheap (he were payin’ for dirt, should be) and this guy sounded like some clueless rich out of 
towner. MIT kid whose parents were probably paying for this anyways so their darling Robert whatever his 
name was can have fun and cavort about in New York on vacation while out of school, probably deserved it. 
Todd had been taken advantage of so much lately is was almost second nature- except when it came to him 
doing it, he immediately was overcome with guilt. He instead kept quiet and hoped, like a cold, it would go away 


in a few days. 


The tiny black and white tv perched on a tower of cardboard flickered and buzzed with life, although Todd kept 
turning the sound down, until it might as well have been muted. Popeye and Bugs Bunny cavorting about silently 
and Todd narrating in his head. Roger was facing the other direction on the bed reading a book against the 
pillow. It was still light out, the sunset creeping across the floor, but it proved a lazy Monday and they'd 
turned in early, Roger's silk pyjamas complementary to.. the same clothes Todd worn earlier that day. And as 
he found out, the few days prior too, the little he knew about him, he was very particular about his clothes, 
although that didn't include taking particularly good care of them, just spending more money than he had on 
high fashion, and proceeding to ‘wear the shit out of the 4 or 5 things he owned. His long bony body butted 
up against Roger's as they settled into sleep, slender frames allowing ample space to the mattress, except for 
that Todd also insisted upon spreading out as much as possible. Roger might've complained, but given the 
situation, it was slightly less than useless. 


Fugue 


Author's Notes: 
Notes. 


"So what do you /do/?" 
"| already told you what | /do/" 


"No, what are you doing right now?" Roger perched in one of the tall chairs, the wobbly table crowded with 
breakfast things brought back from a little local bakery where a tiny eastern European lady, most likely, swore 
at him, and waved a tiny bag of tiny biscuits at him, like nesting dolls, holding her hand out expectantly. Todd 
circled the percolating coffee pot like a crow, his shaggy dark brown hair falling across his deepset blue eyes. 
He obviously hadn't left for work, as someone who mostly did nights, and slept or fucked off during the day, 
shying away from too much sunlight and attention. He might lock himself in his room, open a case, and play 
guitar all day, until something else summoned him away, and he eventually changed or put on clothes, cleaning 


himself to the degree of presentability. 


"Not doing anything right now," he stared at the coffee's slow drip, waiting and growing impatient. "Might 
unpack, get some groceries, | don't really have any plans until like, tonight.” 


"Where are you going tonight?" Roger implored, leaning in to perform interest, though Todd's back was still 
turned to him. 


"The club. To work" Todd stated as if it was absolutely the most obvious thing in the world. He finally poured 
himself a cup of coffee, then adulterated it with milk and sugar, tearing open whatever packets he had 
available, then pulling out a receipt, writing ‘sugar’ on the back of which. 

"Oh, right right.. do you mind if | come?" 

Todd merely shrugged, "It's. Not my club, | don't care. I'm not getting you in for free though, you've got cash, 


pay your way." It was a very matter-of-fact exchange, without romance or much jocularity. Roger quieted, 


having gotten about as far as he could with light conversation, and got up to pour himself some coffee. 


‘C'mon Kas, don't be a loser, are you coming or not?" One of the boys down by the drug store slapped another 


on the back, sending him forward in a stumble. 


"Hey, fuck off okay- I'm coming alright, you don't have to be a dick about it," he scowled, rubbing his arm 


sorely, skin still shiny and red from a fresh tattoo that seeped a little. He stooped for a second, getting his 
bearings, then ran ahead, and smacked the other boy back, knocking the hat off his head. He yanked the 
smaller boy aside and playfully punched him, the few others jeering and laughing as they drew closer to the 
gaudy neon marquis. Girls hung around outside laughing and smoking, losing interest and turning away as the 
boys went inside, and waited until chatting again 


"Why'd you wanna go all the way to Manhattan if you're only gonna try and get wasted Mike, they've got bars 
in Long Island" One snorted, glancing at another beelining towards the bar, the others hung back, trying hard to 
look like they weren't trying. "Good bands?" One asked more than stated, and the one referred to as Kas rolled 
his eyes and muttered they ‘had bands in Long Island too’. The other night this club in particular had hosted 
some ‘crazy ass shit band called, Cromagnon, that most people walked out on. On the stage, some girls were 
tuning guitars and moving amps about, making a lot of harsh noise the boy hoisting around wires seemed to 
pay no attention to. And to think, this was amidst the famous, well, soon to be, Woodstock concert, Monterey 
Pop.. /good/ stuff, it was ridiculous what some groups got attention, why the hell weren't /they/ playing here 
tonight? Kasim sighed and pulled a cigarette out from a pack tucked under his sleeve and lit up, the colored 


lights hitting the thin stream of smoke. 


Roger hung out on the edge of the stage, watching Todd work, it was mildly fascinating, hands moving over the 
cords and panels, not unlike the synthesizers he worked with. Todd didn't respond to his questions most of the 
time though, trapped in concentration so they could start sooner than later, and Roger, despite showing his 


interest, decided he was unwanted at the moment, and drifted off into the club. 
"Who's playing tonight?" 


"Huh?" Roger turned his head towards the man who'd asked, a shorter boy with dark messy hair and what 
was probably a pack of cigs underneath a rolled up sleeve of his white tee. "Oh the band, jeez | probably 
should've asked Todd- Girl group, kind of like the English psych rock scene | think" He scraped his thoughts for 
an answer, but really didn't care too much one way or another, it wasn't one of the high profile clubs, you'd 
get locals and underground stuff. His eyes darted over to the stage and the sign which boldly read GUNK. "Oh." 


"| don't know them." 


Roger's expression flattened but he let it pass and held out his hand, "Roger, Roger Powell, by the way. | just 
moved here, lim in New York for the summer while school session's out. I'm a programmer and musician, 


checking out the scene here." 


Kasim stared at his hand a second and accepted it, giving it a shake, "Kasim Sulton," he slurred, "I'm here for, 
uh, tonight, m from Staten Island. Checking out uh, you, haha. Nah, | was just dragged here by some friends, 
bored | guess. I'm a musician too though, bass, whadd'ya play?" This guy seemed like a dweeb but he was 
alright maybe. Seemed like he was on his own, new in town, no friends, Kasim could stand to take a little pity on 


him. "Here, I'll buy you a drink, what d'you take? Smoke?" 


Roger shook his head, "Not those." A knowing smile crept across Kasim's smooth face and he slowly nodded, 
then faced the bar, getting the attention of the bartender to come and get his ‘new friend something. As the 


band came on and Todd nestled himself into the little mixing loft of the club, clambering up there like a spider 
monkey, Roger relaxed, listening casually, attention divided between the girls playing and Kasim's largely one 
sided conversation "-And then | get kicked out and say its because l'm a no good player! No good, can you 
believe itl? | actually think it wasn't that at all, and just that they got jealous cos | was too cute. Couldn't 
handle the competition" 


Roger nodded absently, "Of course, yeah, you're adorable." 


"Uh, more like sexy," Kasim corrected, a sour finger pointing it out. Roger just decided it better to nod, it was 
hard to consider a teenager (?) sexy, but cute maybe. "I'm ZI," Kasim interrupted slightly aggressively, trying 
to prove he was ‘mature’ and ‘for mature audiences only'" Roger continued to nod ‘yes yes of course you are, 
that ID isn't fake’. Kasim puffed out his chest, feeling like he'd successfully subdued this one, man it was easy 
to wow people, soon he'd be up onstage and these people could hear some REAL music. "So do you come here a 


lot? You see I'm trying to break into the scene here and | wanna know who | need to talk to to get a gig 'n all. 


Roger almost rolled his eyes brushing it off, "I just told you, | just moved here, this is my first time. | just 


came because my roommate works here and | was looking for something to do." 


Kasim lit up regardless, "Oh! Man, that's great! Here, you should give him my number here," he hastily 
scribbled some numbers on a napkin, pressing it into Roger's hand. "Um, thanks. I'll uh, do that.” He stood up, 
placing the empty glass on the counter, and walked away, leaving his new pal to his own devices, and looked for 
the stairs up to the operations loft. Roger knocked lightly on the frame of the open door, Todd's head swiveling. 
"Hey there, you busy?" 


"Uh," Todd twisted a few knobs on the board and clenched his teeth, "Kin-da." 


"Well, | won't be long, here uh, | was told to give this to you by a guy | just met, says he's a musician and his 
band is looking to play here." Roger set the napkin folded on top of the board seeing as Todd probably wasn't 
going to take it from him himself, and just gave him time instead. 


"You know l'm just the technician guy, right?" Todd stated, sliding some levels up and down, "I don't actually do 
any of the booking, but okay.” 


"Well," Roger replied slightly frustrated and his nonchalance, "You could at least tell your manager then. You 
know you /do/ have some say in these things okay? Don't act like nothing's your responsibility and you're not 
allowed to do anything." 


Todd sat back in his chair, placing his hands flat on the board and exhaled, having had enough of this already, 
"Fine, I'll take it. You know you're not supposed to be up here, now | could get in trouble if anyone saw you, you 
should go back down" His gaze steadily met Roger's, and eventually the bespectacled man gave, stepping back 
down the stairs. He half-expected the other boy to be eagerly waiting there for him, but a quick look around 
the club showed he'd already left, and the disappointment Roger felt came as a surprise. Settling back into his 
seat, he sat back and watched the show, the shifting lights of another venue trying to fill the void left by the 


UFO. Todd was discernibly very hard-working, and impatient, far more willing to take on a challenge than follow 
an order. The wise would know better to let him keep to himself in his own little space, face drawn in 


concentration, private and unreadable. 


Episode 


Author's Notes: 
lol idk 


Roger kicked the door open struggling with an armful of groceries and awkward boxes, Todd nearly falling off 


his chair in surprise. "Don't just sit there, help me! There's some more outside still." 


Todd curtly nodded, standing his guitar against the wall and ran out barefoot, taking the rolling cart into the 
room, eyeballing all the things piled up onto it, "What the hell's all this?" He held up a box at Roger questioning. 


‘Oh um, | just felt we needed more stuff to well make the apartment more livable." Roger replied simply, it 
was a rather austere space, the greyish off-white walls' only decoration the single grimy window. There was 
the table and 4 chairs, the bed, a number of cardboard boxes and milk crates (the furniture), the 
refrigerator, stove, sink, bathroom, a record player with a crate of disks beside it, the minute television, and 
the corner reserved for Todd's equipment which also seemed to be the only thing he cleaned, and did so 
religiously. It was almost monastic, ascetic, Todd's only visible vice of course, being clothes, his stuffed closet 
hiding these indulgences save for the chic pink velvet flares, cream and blue chelseas, and skimpy floral shirt 
he was wearing with the utmost masculinity. The programmer unpacked some more things, moving them 
around to Todd's chagrin, more clutter. He himself seemed to hang onto everything (god knows where he put 
it) but was somewhat miserly, and avoided spending anything on himself at all costs- except when he didn't. 


"l'm thinking about going out and buying some real furniture, I'd like a couch, for when we have quests." 


Todd balked, "You know you're only living here a few months, what do you really care, you're not going to take 
these back to your dormitory with you are you?" 


Roger shook his head, the cost of moving this junk probably more than it would cost to simply buy more, "No, 
my gift to you, are you busy, you should probably pick it out if you really want to keep it” 


Todd shot him a skeptical look, but acquiesced, "Alright, nothing plaid. I'm not forty and | don't golf" 


After ‘indulging! Roger for a few hours, Todd suggested ending up at a nursery, as he revealed, a surrogate 
pet for his late peke, Max, who'd been a stupid dog riddled with health problems, but Todd didn't seem to mind, 
and insisted he was /far/ better than anyone elses’. Granted, by the time they did leave, Todd walking the long 
rows of plants and inspecting every leaf, struggling with his flat of ferns, flowers, and cacti, the last item on 
their shopping list would have been hard just to move. "Are we done yet?" Roger asked, watching Todd 


gravitate towards another window display, this time a toy store. "Um... almost." 


"Todd, weren't you just complaining about me spending too much? | don't think you really want any of that do 


you." 


"Well," his face contorted, "No, not really | guess, but | like to look They've got those new Lego kits, where you 
build cities any things. | was um, looking at the spaceship," he admitted sheepishly, quickly moving along. "M 

good with machines and stuff.. don't know about much else. | was probably going to go to school, for the stuff 
you do actually, but | didn't have the money... | still don't | guess, | was a shitty student. | probably would have 


flunked out even though I'd be doing a lot of the same stuff | do now. Teachers are real monsters." 
"Mhm," Roger nodded, and let himself in the building with their purchases. 


Fully furnished (save couch, although Todd pointed out a dilapidated sofa on the side of the road to which he 
commented ‘the price is right), their apartment was almost homey, oriental styled carpets and potted plants 
dotting the weathered wooden floors. Todd was hanging one of the ferns from a hook in the ceiling meant for a 
chandelier, wobbling on one of the chairs. "Carefull" Roger hissed, watching chunks of soil falling onto the floor. 
‘Oh, sorry," Todd shuffled down and wiped his hands on his jeans, glancing at Roger, inspecting his work. "Well?" 


"Well it looks better than it did.. aren't you the little house bunny." Roger smirked at Todd, hands on his hips. 


Todd scowled and swatted him then busied himself elsewhere, deciding it was time for a snack. 


"What the hell's all this shit? You really eat this stuff?" He held up a jar of pickled beets, rolling his eyes 
heavily then reached with his other hand for another one of Roger's recent purchases. "Lambchops? /l'm a 
vegetarian/, god. And all this beer! Do you plan on throwing a party or are you just an alcoholic, | don't drink 
Roger, and I'd rather you not bring that into my house." Todd shut the fridge with a rattle and waltzed over, 


arms swinging at his sides. 


Roger grimaced, snapping back, "It's none of your business, you can shop for whatever you want, I'm not 
making you eat any of it, and the same goes for any alcohol. I'm not going to force you to drink or anything! So 
maybe | wanna kick back once in a while, relax! You're so hostile for no reason.. And this isn't your house, it's 
an apartment, and | pay half the rent. Besides, | never asked you to go and eat my groceries. Really Todd? Do 


you have nothing to eat here?" 


Todd stared guiltily at his feet, brows furrowed. Roger, met with silence raised his brows and crossed his 
arms, looking away. He opened his mouth to make a comment, but on further thought, shut it again and went 
into the kitchenette to fix himself something to eat, and cracked open a bottle for himself, quickly sucking off 
the foam from the neck as it began to spill down the sides. Todd tossed himself down on the bed and switched 
on the ty, turning out his pockets and silently counting the change on the sheets, lining bills and coins up with 
the stripes. 


Todd peeked over the top of the console, and crouched back down, busying his hands with the wires and cords 
tangled in a chaotically ornate mass. Finishing one section, he raised his head again, then slowly went back down. 


"Alright... You know | can see you back there. Don't act like | can't. You can come on out already." 


Todd hesitantly stood up, holding a bundle of cords in his hands and wrapping them up as he looked back from 
under his red tipped fringe. "What do you want? We're not open” 


The other boy shrugged palms up, "Just thought I'd step in, door was open" 


Todd furrowed his brows deeper, frowning, "It said ‘closed on the door, doesn't matter if it was open, you 


shouldn't have come in. House opens at 7, come back later, I'm busy. Now go before | make you." 


Kasim stepped back, holding his hands out in front of him, trying to diffuse the tension. "Whoa whoa whoa, | 


don't want any trouble-" 
"Then leave." 
"0-kay.jeez, | was just, wondering if you were lookin’ to book any bands, for this week. | wanna hook up. | uh-" 


Todd sighed and looked away, setting the coil of wires on a shelf and bent down to start on another bunch, 
calling back sing-song at him from under the desk. "We're not interestedddd. Besides, | don't do the bookings, 


hey- you look familiar." 


Kasim's face dulled for a second then lit up, "Oh good! | was, | was at the party last weekend, | tried to give 
my number to one of the guys who worked here.. but | didn’t get a call back, story of my life." 


"Wait a second." Todd squinted, gesturing at him, "Yeah, | think | do remember you." He reached in his back 
pocket, searching around and pulled out a heavily folded, fragile scrap of paper, and carefully unfolded it, the 
quarters falling apart. "Oh.. yeah this must've gone through the wash.." He looked back up, "You /really/ wanna 
book a gig here? | dunno... that's askin’ a lot on my part, I'm only a rank or two above janitor.. What's in it for 
me?" He felt an opportunity at hand, this guy was at least trying harder than most untalented annoying 
teenagers who pestered the management to pleasepleaseplease give them a chance because their mother says 
they're so talented and they can sing really good and they're gonna be the next Beatles and blah blah blah. He 
couldn't just give him a chance on goodwill, but well, if there was a little incentive- not that it was in his 
nature, but honestly. He felt he deserved something for such services, or shipping and handling, whatever this 
fell under. Plus he remembered the empty (other than Roger's crappy food) fridge back home, and an 


upcoming rent payment- you couldn't blame a guy. 
Todd lifted a shoulder simply, "Pay me. Twenty dollars." 


"Twenty dollars? You want me to pay you for us to play, no fucking way I'm leaving," Kasim blustered, turning 


red in the face. 


Todd remained unmoved, still tidying up the back and the jungle of wires folks had let get overgrown and 
unpruned. "I'm being serious, fine, you don't got twenty dollars, | want something out of you still. | could just 


say no to this and kick you out. Be done with it. Keep begging and I'll have you banned." 


"You're such a fucking greedy asshole you know that?!" Kasim snapped, stepping in front of Todd, trying to look 
intimidating despite, as he grew closer, the obvious disadvantage he had there. That and girls (mostly his mom) 
always told him he had ‘a sweet widdle baby face’, no amount of leather could fix that. Not even that sick 
(flower) tattoo he got. 


"Well, there are plenty things I'd accept in exchange for my good word," he counted off on his long tapering 


fingers, "Manual labor, cleaning, cooking, use of whatever skills you have that might be useful to me-" 


Kasim threw up his hands and spun around muttering, "This is ridiculous.. You want drugs? Sex? | know people, 


we don't gotta play this game." 


Todd shook his head simply, but failed to hide some disgust. "No, you know what- I've had enough too. | really 
think you should go," he stepped out and placed his hands on Kasim's shoulder, guiding him towards the door. 
Kasim grabbed his wrist and squeezed tightly, eyebrows drawn and angry, then took Todd's other wrist and 
held it to the other, and his expression turned from vicious to pleading. 


"Please... /please/ | really- just give me one chance- What if, how about | cut you a percentage of the pay and 
tips when we play, does that work? 10%, Final offer." 


Todd stifled a laugh, pulling his hand away and shook his head smiling, but paused, and considered it for a 
second, "25" 


"No no no.. I5, that's it. We've got more than just me in this band." 


"Nuh uh uh, I'm calling the shots still, you said your final offer was 10 then you just raised it, my final offer 
is 25, You can take it or leave. | think I'm being generous just agreeing to this. How do | know you don't suck. 
We could lose money if you're really bad, scare all our customers off. I've got a good job here ok. If my 
recommendation turns out to be a shitshow | won't get no say on nothing again. /I'm/ being generous, you just 
know how it is, | need the money, it's not unreasonable." His expression stayed soft, forgiving, but Kasim wasn't 


having any of it, and let go his other hand sharply. 


"What makes you think your job is so great? Obviously they don't pay you enough, plus its not like this place 
is any good, you're not even up on stage, they put you back in some little room, coop you up there the whole 
time. Never getting to hang out and enjoy yourself. If | were you, I'd quit right now and just walk out this 


door." 


Todd tilted his head towards the ceiling, trying to shut out any more intrusive comments and held up his 
hands. "Okay, sure, whatever you say. Stop burying yourself, 25%?" 


Kasim froze, and considered it again, failing to get the upper hand, and glared downwards, then held his hand 


out. "Alright, 25%, but no uh changin’ the agreement afterwards and screwin' me over or nothin" 


"-Ex post facto." 


"-Whatever! Just make sure this happens, ‘n call me when it does. You got my number... I'm out" 


Todd watched for a few seconds, and rearranged the scraps in his hand, trying to discern the smeared ink 
before looking up again at Kasim walked out. "Wait wait! | need a name, what's your name?" 


"Huh?" He froze, hand still on the door, "Oh, uh, Kasim Sulton- real name by the way, S U L TO N. Bass player 


from Staten Island, star in the making? You might've heard of me." 


"Oh," Todd nodded, "Todd, Todd Rundgren. Real name, unfortunately. Asshole nobody in a dead end job, as you 


aforementioned. See ya." 


He waved him out, then stared back down again at the feathery scraps of paper, and closed his hand, dropping 
it to his side. ".What a rude young man," he shook his head and shut the door, locking it, and heading back to 
his work at hand. 


Augmentation 


Author's Notes: 
Chapter 4 and its still not gay, | know, you're wondering, then what the heck's the slash warning for? 


"Bone apple tit" Roger smiled, lifting the lid off the saucepan and heaping some food onto a paper plate, handing 


it over to Todd, who couldn't resist smiling in return. 

"You didn't have to cook for me," he poked around with a fork. 

"Wellll, consider it a favor, now you owe me, ha-ha. Nah, | just thought I'd take pity on a poor, starving child. 
Seriously, what you do, spend all your money on a downpayment?" Roger helped himself and rested the serving 


spoon on the edge of the stove, sitting down across from Todd on the high top chairs, feet dangling beneath. 


"Hey, you remember that house beautiful project okay, that wasn't cheap! We should've gotten some plastic 
bags and dug up the flowers from the park-" 


"Then you'd be paying the vandalism charge for when the cops caught you," Roger gestured with his fork, a 
strand of spaghetti falling off it onto Todd's hand, which he pulled away making an ‘ew' face. 


"It feels like worms." 
"Eat your worms dear," Roger sighed, and held up his fork like a parent trying to feed a baby, Todd leaning 
back against his chair and grimacing at Roger's attacks, poking his lips with the prongs, before managing to 


sneak a bite in. "Come on, | went through the trouble of making dinner, at least try it. Now chew. Swallow." 


Todd made a miserable face, struggling to do as told and barely suppressed grabbing a napkin and spitting into 
it. "Gaugh- Roger, what did you /do/ to it? That's- I'm gonna be brutally honest-" 


"-When aren't you-" 


"This is /disgusting/. How does one fuck up spaghetti and meat balls? Spaghetti and meatballs really? | don't 
know how but it tastes like literally every part of this was burned. Did you burn the water too?" 


Roger frowned disappointedly, moving around one of his balls on his plate, "Is it really that bad? | tried being 


respectful, make meat balls.. not outta meat, you're a vegetarian" 


"Wait, then what was that then?" Todd raised a skeptical eyebrow at the vaguely spherical things sitting in the 
mess of half brittle half mushy noodles, much like the back of the stage's collection of power cables. He 


speared one with a fork and let it fall apart, insides somehow bright pink, like uncooked meat. 


"Well, | went out and got some ‘fake meat from a health food speciality store- its a Japanese wheat protein 


called seitan-" 
"Satan? Sounds appropriate-" 


"/| bought it just for you/- and | flavored it with pepper, salt, onions, and whatever vegetables | had lying 
around.. Its pink from the beets," Todd interrupted with a groan, "I don't see what you're complaining about it's 
delicious now please Todd" Roger shoveled a mouthful in, trying hard to prove his point, and got about halfway 
before he started to gag. ".Okay, you're right, that's terrible." 


"Roger, why are you trying so hard to be nice to me? | mean, yeah you're a horrible cook and somehow your 
‘golden brown’ is ashy and black, but- you didn't have to do this for me. Especially after | complained about 
your stuff in the first place, | don't get it" Todd set his utensils aside. 


"| don't know | just- I'm just trying to be a good person, and a good friend okay. We do that for each other. | 

know- you resent me, you don't have to pretend you don't, /becouse you're not doing it well if you are/, but | 
want you to like me. | like you, for some reason, | don't know, and | want us to get along, enjoy living with each 
other. And if you just don't, fine, it's only for a few months, but l'm going to continue to do whatever | want.. 


‘m a southern gentleman" 

Todd looked up and nodded softly ‘ok’, pushing his plate aside then unceremoniously dumping the whole thing in 
the trash with a loud splat. "How about we go and get some pizza, I'll buy?" He reached in his pocket and held 
out the money he'd counted from the other day, and some scrounged from checking the house tipsy dancers 
had dropped. Roger gradually split into a smile and nodded, his dinner joining Todd's. "Sure, yeah, I'd like that. No 
anchovies." 

"Oh you don't gotta worry about that." 

"Haha, okay right, no seitan" 


"Please, and no beets!" 


Todd scooped the cheese sliding off his slice back ontop of it and shoved it into his mouth crust-first, Roger 


cringing with a smile. "What's wrong with you? You know you're supposed to use the crust to hold onto." 
"Well, it's cheese stuffed, and the best part, so | don't want it getting cold" Todd stated justifying himself. 


"You've had 3 slices in about 5 minutes, | wouldn't be worried about it getting cold. | had a dog like you once, | 
don't know if she was just starving or paranoid. | suppose a lot of the kennel hounds are like that though." 


Roger helped himself to a bit more, sprinkling parmesan onto it, then holding it up for Todd, feeding him tip 
first. "Slow down a little, you'll make yourself sick" 


Todd reluctantly obeyed, nibbling off a bit, then taking it with his own hands. "I'm not 3, | /can/ feed myself 


mom | mean Mr. Powell.” 
Roger flushed embarrassedly, "!- | know, I'm just watching out for you." 


"Uh-huh," Todd raised his eyebrows, crunching on his piece of crust. It was hot and muggy out, supposed to 
rain later that night, and the humid air diffused the neon from the sign, the side of his angular face cast in 
pink and green light. He caught Roger staring, brows knitting again, "What? Is there some sauce on my face?" 


"Um..." He hadn't noticed he was staring, and looked down, taking a napkin from under his silverware and dipped 


it in his water, moving it to Todd's face, "Yeah, just a, little bit right here." 


Todd flinched slightly, moving back in his chair which squeaked against the sidewalk, but let him clean him up, 
doing nothing to disprove Todd's comment about Roger mothering him. He watched the nervous concentration in 


his face, cheeks still red "Are you done?" 


"Yeah, sorry about that. It was bothering me," he lied Roger busied himself with a mouthful of pizza, sparing 
himself from any further awkward conversation for the short while. He felt somewhat that Todd was- like a 
brother to him, yeah a brother! Even though they'd only known each other for not quite two weeks, sleeping, 
eating, shopping, spending this much time together they'd grown close, it was that or hate each other. He tried 
to focus on his food but kept looking back at him, his deep expression and plump parted lips. His hand played 
absently with the table setting, taking a bit of wax from the side of the candle holder and molding it between 
his fingers, entranced in concentration. Todd glanced up and caught Roger staring at him again He didn't still 
have pizza on his face did he? Dammit: 


On the way back, they luxuriated, Todd taking Roger the long way home through the park, watching a few 
lingering people and the pigeons already up in the trees, cooing noisily. They chatted idly and found a band to 
watch for a bit, Roger later bemoaning not having a piano with him to practice on, and his skills probably 
atrophying over the long break. Of course, he /could/ recite the motions without one, but it was no 
substitute, and he'd miss the sounds, it would be a much longer summer without it. Todd thought for a 
moment on it, places where they might borrow one, although he wasn't too keen on going into any churches 
and requesting permission, still that might be their best bet. He wasn't familiar with the ones around here, 
apart from the big cathedrals with their ostentatious spires and architecture. 


‘lm trying to learn myself right now, | ended up sorta teaching myself when | started my own band- we had 
an orgarist but, he wasn't really any good, at least for the stuff | wanted to play." He gestured with his hand, 
hammering the keys with a ‘claw’, "I can manage, but | wouldn't say I'm any good. If it's real important to you 


we could see ‘bout getting one, though if I'm gonna pay for it, that's gonna mean it stays with me when you 


leave." And ‘I'm gonna pay for it still signified Roger was expected to cough up some money for a portion of it 
too, or Todd would find a way to charge him for use. He didn't have the money up front for an expensive 
purchase like that, but there were often posts about people trying to sell instruments and things around, and 
maybe they could haggle with them for a decent used piano... Then they'd have to haul it upstairs... That 
sounded harder than getting the money to buy it. 


"| could exchange lessons for it," Roger suggested, "Maybe go up this weekend and take one of my synths I've 
been working on with me." 


"Maybe | could find Stewkey and steal one of my keyboards back from him," Todd added with a little more 


enthusiasm. 

"Uh, | think we might have better luck with my plan, or just buying one." 

"Fair," Todd acquiesced. "Then | could exchange some lessons in mechanics 'n stuff for your lessons." 

"Well I'm not so sure how'd you go about doing that but alright” 

"No it's easy, well, easier than you think, I'd just bring you around the club before hours and show you a little 
of what | do. I'm s'posed to just be the lighting guy but most of the time | end up at the soundboard too, | 
think you'd be more interested in that." Todd offered, excited to talk about his work 

Roger smiled watching him, Todd completely lit up when he was happy, usually explaining something, seeing his 
expression change was almost like meeting another person Rather than the cranky jerk who tended to stay 
away from everyone else, although he'd been noticing it less and less, why he might have even warmed up to 
him. "Sure, I'd love that. | didn't get to see much when you took me there before, all dark and crowded, makes 


me almost wish they'd just turn the damn lights on- but then again | look better in the dark." 


"-And | /work/ better," Todd snapped, "-It's getting pretty dark right now, we should get home before l'm on 


my hands and knees searching around." 

I'd be careful down there, you'll never know what you'll find," Roger joked, deciding to agree with him. 

"Yeah but at least you'll look better," Todd snidely replied, "How late is it anyways? | haven't got a watch but 
its getting closer and closer to midsummer, days just keep getting longer. You know my birthday's actually on 
the solstice." 

"Is iT now?" 


"Mhm, turning 2l, I'll finally be old enough to vote. | can fight but | can't fuckin’ vote." 


"Crazy" 


"Yeah... | actually signed up for the draft right after | turned 18" 
"Really, you don't seem like the type." 


"Yeah, now that | think about it | really don't, not that they'd want somebody like me anyways. Probably send 
me back or mistake me for a POW. I'd just left home though and was practically homeless, | didn't really have 
anything going for me, no future that | could see anyways- a lotta people, you can't blame them for doing it. 
At least there's some security in it, a job. | don't think | would've gone though, if they did call me.. | couldn't 


see it..." 


Roger listened quietly, taking it in. The sun had since set, the glass of the buildings no longer catching the 
brilliant orange light, darkened against the indigo sky. Lightposts clicked on one by one, roaches scuttling out of 
the way as they walked by. Upstairs they drew the blinds and Todd turned on the ty, letting the noise filter 
through the room as they got ready for bed. 


Together they crowded the mirror in the small bathroom, periodically shoving each other as they brushed 
their teeth. "Couldn't you just wait a damn second or do this in the kitchen sink?" "Well | was here firsh so 
shob off, I'm almosh done." Todd spat and wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, "Happy? I'll shower in the 


morning if you've gotta scrub each one of them individually gappy." 


"Gappy? You mean like that thing you've got | could drive a car straight through? Yeah l'm done." Roger 
washed off his brush and set it in its cup, then took his glasses off and rinsed his face. "I'll be out in ten 
minutes, try and clean the pots in the sink and take the trash to the chute." 


"Excuse me that was your nasty cooking and | paid for dinner! .Oh alright," Todd gave in and picked up a brillo 
pad, hastily scrubbing it against the pot. Taking out the trash was easier, he always enjoyed listening to it go 
down and crash at the bottom. Today it was more of a wet ‘plop’ than a crash or a shatter, but still 
satisfying. As Roger came out of the shower, towel wrapped his waist, Todd was coming back inside and let out 
a low whistle, or at least tried to, neither of them could manage more than that shrill wheeze. Still, it managed 
to get the point across as Roger whipped around, holding his towel more cautiously. "Hey there bathing 
beauty.. you're dripping all over the floor." 


‘Oh, sorry, | was just grabbing my pyjamas." He bent over, reaching inside one of the closets, putting on his 


glasses only for it to immediately fog up. 
Todd sighed and waved Roger across the room to his heap, "Yoo hoo, they're over there poindexter." 
Roger squinted, rubbing his glasses again with the towel and putting them on, "Oh, right: 

"Cimon, this is a bachelor pad not the home of Charles and Ray Eames: 


Roger stared back blankly, Todd shrugging wide-eyed, "Charles and Ray Eames, interior designers. The Eames 


chair? Excuse me for trying to make an intelligent reference. Well they're filmmakers and architects too- 


nevermind, you've heard of them, whatever." 


Putting his clothes back on, Todd hurriedly turned away from Roger and his rosy pink ass, hearing the wet 
plop of a towel hitting the floor, not too unlike that of his garbage from earlier. He preemptively turned off 
the television and climbed into bed, the coils of the mattress creaking as he threw himself in and knocked 
several of his books out. "Whoops." Picking one up he thumbed through it and checked the title, /Advanced 
Calculus/, and threw it back down, obviously not one of his. A few of the others on the floor were further 
light reading such as /BASIC Programming and You/ and a Moog C Series guide, and these things made a very 
un-towel like THUMP when they hit the ground. God, he was sleeping with a nerd, and this was coming from a 
kid who tried to teach himself programming back in school just for the heck of it. At that, Todd picked up the 
BASIC book again and leafed through it, pulling it up into bed with him. 


Then Roger turned off the lights. "Hey!" "Hay is for horses, go to sleep." 


Todd sighed and turned onto his side, setting the book back down underneath. "Goodnight Todd,” Roger joined 
him, the mattress shifting under his weight. "-/Goodnight/ Todd." 


"Goodnight moon, goodnight room, goodnight pots, goodnight spoons, goodnight manuals, goodnight guitars, 
goodnight clothes, goodnight stars-" "A-hem." "-Goodnight to lodger and draft dodger, l'm gone to sleep so 
GOODNIGHT ROGER." 


"I'm 5 inches away from you, you didn't have to yell." 


Cadence 


Author's Notes: 
posting again | suppose, I'd like to finish this to some degree 


Todd stretched ambitiously, relishing in not having to share a bed, bed bed, for the first time in ages; Roger 
had left for the weekend to go back up to campus and grab some things he'd left behind Here he could leave 
the tv on all night and hog all the blankets and come home in the middle of the night and play guitar- sure it 
might annoy the neighbors but were they really going to come and bust him for it? Oddly enough, it didn't feel 
right, somehow emptier without him by his side- god that sounded gay. Todd got up and yawned, pouring a 
packet of nescafe into a mug of water and staring at it go around in the microwave. First thing he'd do once 
he came into some money would be get a decent coffee-maker, Todd stuck out his tongue tasting the dirty 


water. Right after he got that couch. 


Inspecting his work so far with the apartment he thanked himself that he and Roger had not yet gone 
antiquing, as that were the nail in the coffin. The plants were bad enough, doting on them he felt almost 
paternal, inspecting their leaves with a guiding hand, generously watering their roots and adding to the potting 
soil. Roger had commented that the eggshells and rotting vegetation that stunk to high heaven around their 
stems looked ‘trashy’ but Todd launched into a diatribe about recycling and composting that made Roger's ears 
ring til he let him do whatever it was he thought he was doing, the best for his little plant babies damn 
straight! 


Today he was supposed to have that Kasim guy and his band come in, play a few songs, and talk to the big 
boss about takin’ the stage or not, set list, special requirements, etc, pay. Heading towards the bus stop, Todd 
backtracked, happening on what looked like a free, floral couch on the corner, it didn't look moldy or roach- 
infested or anything, just that a grandmother excommunicated it for one too many burn holes on the arms- 
which could /very easily/ have slips put over, thank you very much. If it was still here at the end of the day, 
Todd was definitely taking it for himself. Somehow. Spotting an encroaching bus out of the corner of his eye, 


he swiveled back around and broke into a sprint towards the bus stop, and climbed aboard. 


Setting himself at a table near the back, Todd watched as the band set up, announcing they were going to play 
one of the new Beatles songs to a handful of people including himself and Jean, sizing them up. "This must be 
the Faul they flew in from India- add some credibility to their act" "What-" Kasim squinted trying to figure 
out what the commentary in the back was going on about. "Oh- Faul, you know, Fake Paul, the Paul is dead 


theory?" "Im not from India..." ".. 


All in all they weren't a bad cover band but after the first song, everyone agreed Kasim could be a brown 
Paul McCartney, if they ever needed one for any reason. There were Elvis impersonators, and plenty of bands 
who denied they were Beatle impersonators, so the market was there, simply latent, or in disguise. Kasim 


grumbled to himself he'd just rather impersonate him, but they got the gig, so he wasn't too bothered by any 


of it. 


Todd helped them pack back up, doing a quick inventory on the equipment and leaned over, grabbing the 
younger boy. "Hey- about that payment" Kasim's wide toothy smile dropped, internally groaning at the 
reminder, "Yeah I'll get it to you when we get ours-" "Actually forget about that | changed my mind?" 


Kasim lit up again, although somewhat confused, "So you're not gonna ask for any money? Oh- wow, thanks, | 
really appreciate it, that and helping us get this gig too. Hopefully itll open up more nights here and maybe 
some of the other clubs around l-" 


Todd bit his lip interrupting haltingly, “Actuallllly, | still need a favor... l'm sorry if | was being a jerk about all of 
this earlier.. You know how it is, bills bills bills. But-" Kasim furrowed his brows trying to parse what this fool 
with his red feathered hair was pulling, "-| need your help moving a piece of furniture, my roommate's out of 


town and, well I'm new in my building so l'm a bit short on hands." 


‘Okay, sure," Kasim supposed, "Right now?" He wasn't completely busy, they just had to haul their instruments 
back on the long train ride home, but the gig wasn't for a few days. 


"| was just about to leave so yeah, right now would work," Todd bounced his foot. Shrugging ‘alright Kasim 
handed his bass to one of the other boys with him and announced he'd be back later, not to wait, that he'd 


just be doing a quick chore. "Here, come with me." 


Todd led the other boy out, retracing his steps back down to the bus stop where he spotted his ‘beauty’ and 
with luck, as one has with such beautiful thing, it was still there. He clapped his hands together and rubbed 
them eagerly, crouching to lift one end. Looking over the arm he motioned to Kasim to hurry along and get the 
other. "And- lift! Jeez this is heavy- you doing alright there?" Todd asked somewhat nervously, his own noodle 
arms doubting whether he'd reach the apartment, let alone finagle it upstairs. 


"Yeah," Kasim grunted through grit teeth, "Let's just move this thing.” 
"Remember to lift with your knees," Todd forewarned. A bit late on that Toddy. 


Staggering down the street with this thing proved no small ordeal, they'd just made it to the front steps when 
Todd decided to toss it down, flopping heavily ontop of it, and craning his neck towards the sky. "Do- you think 


we can get it, in the elevator?" 


With a sharp Kerrang! a few minutes later they were answered with a resounding ‘no’. Todd took the top half, 
with Kasim shuffling inch by inch at the bottom, not even glancing behind him to entertain the thought of 
dropping this sofa and letting it crush him at the bottom of the stairs. "-Just one more floor! Almost there!" 
Todd cheered breathlessly. Kasim felt his eyeballs just about ready to burst out of his head like a peashooter. 
"And THERE!" 


This time it was Kasim first to collapse, slumping heavily over the couch and groaning as Todd fumbled with 


his keys. Hopefully this thing wasn't too big to fit through his door. And if it was, they were gonna cut this 
apart, and chuck it down the trash chute. "Hold it- get it at an angle, higher higher- no that's too high- ok, 
back it up.. now forwardforwardforward quick!" It thumped against the floors, rattling the plants and shaking a 


few yellowy leaves off. 
Kasim wiped his forehead and looked around, "So this is where you live is it?" 


"Mhm," Todd went for a glass of water, his own head plastered with limp dark hair. Kasim ambled around eying 
his and Roger's things, laughing a bit at some of the home decor and the fanciful clothes. 


"Your girlfriend's kinda got you by the balls doesn't she?" Kasim chuckled, holding up a floral skirt to his body 


and pretending to dance around with it. 


Todd caught him in the act and glared, swallowing, "Don't have a girlfriend, that's /mine/." He reached out, 
snatching it back. 


"Oh?" Strange. When he'd looked around still, Kasim had counted several sets of two. A female roommate? Or 
was this guy gay? Sizing him up... it was a likely suspicion, but Kasim kept quiet. "Alright, well, okay then" 


As Todd cleared his throat, then came the distinction that perhaps Kasim had overstayed his welcome. He 
stared back at the couch, not what he might've stopped to carry up 5 flights of stairs, but well.. to each his 
own. He gradually made his way towards the door, accepting the water that Todd had previously offered then 


left, only to pop back in a fraction of a second with “You're welcome." 


